Jl8                             THE FUGITIVE                    ACT  III

MRS. MILER, [Pointing to the typewriter} D'you want this 'ere, too ?
CLARE. Yes,

[Mas. MILER carries it out.    Then^ from the doorway^ gating at
CLARE taking her last look, she sobs, suddenly.    At sound of
that sob CLARE throws up her head.
CLARE. Don't I    It's ail right.    Good-bye 1

[She walfa out and away., not looking backs    MRS. MILER chores
her sobbing into the black, stuff of her thick^ old jacket.

The curtain falls.